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Her beseeching look brought a smile to his lips.
She clutched at his hand and gripped it tightly*
"Please do not send me away."
"You can stay here, if you like, until I come
back,"
"I should like to do that/* she assented. "But do
not be very long/*
He rose to his feet.
"If you will excuse me, then. Sorry I have noth-
ing suitable to offer you in the way of refreshment.
I only moved in this evening, you know, and I have
nothing but whisky."
"I should like some whisky/*
He fetched a glass, the bottle of whisky and some
Perrier. She watched him pour out a small quantity
of the former into the tumbler, for which she held
out her hand.
"But you must not drink it neat!" he warned her.
"How does one drink it, then?"
"Why, with sodawater or this Perrier/*
"Then give me some of the Perrier, please. This
is the first time I have ever tasted whisky. I hope
that it will warm me."
"If you had drunk it as it was," he told her, "it
would have warmed you all right/*
He filled the tumbler with Perrier Water and
placed it in her hand. She looked at it doubtfully.
"You can go now," she said. "Hurry back."
Granet made his way through the gate and began
his short walk across the park to the Manoir. He
glanced back once. Carlotta was still sitting there
motionless. She was holding the tumbler awkwardly